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firm elastic turf. Around us die Plain heaved mournfully with great
and solemn barrows, the 'grassy barrows of the happier dead*.

Soon after we left the Druid's Head and struck across the turf east-
ward we came in sight of the grey cluster of gigantic Stones. They
stood in the midst of a green plain, and the first impression they left
on my mind was that of a group of people standing about and
talking together. It seemed to me as if they were ancient giants who
suddenly became silent and stiffened into stone directly anyone
approached, but who might at any moment become alive again, and
at certain seasons, as at midnight and on Old Christmas and Mid-
summers Eve, might form a true 'Chorea Gigantum' and circle on
the Plain in a solemn and stately dance. It is a solemn awful place.
As I entered the charmed circle of the sombre Stones I instinctively
uncovered my head. It was like entering a great Cathedral Church.

Crossing the river at Normanton Hatches we walked along the
hillside through meadows and barley fields till we came to the
hospitable Manor House of Great Durnford, the seat of Mr. John
Pinckney, where we found Mr. and Mrs. Pinckney, Mr. Charles
Everett and Major Fisher, the Champion archer of England, at
luncheon. After luncheon the archers went out to shoot at a beauti-
ful archery ground by the riverside. The ladies sat watching under
the trees while the arrows flashed past with a whistling rush, and the
glorious afternoon sunlight shone mellow upon the beeches, and the
still soft air of the river valley was filled with the cooing of wood-
pigeons and the strange mournful crying of the ^moorhens and
daochicks, and three beautiful cows came down the glade from sun-
light to shadow to their milking place, and the river flashed darkly
past the boathouse and under the leaning trees, and a man rowed up
the stream with his milkcans in a boat from the meadows where he
had milked a distant herd of cows.

Saturday, 28 August

Left Britford, came home in pouring rain.

William Boscawen told us of a curious custom which is still kept
up in many parts of Wales. At the funerals offerings are made at the
graveside to the clergyman by the mourners and the offerings are
collected upon the grave shovel. This is a relic of the old Catholic
custom of offering money to the priest to say masses for the soul of
the departed.